garnerer for graveyards took their widowed
mother to join their father by the fountains of
paradise.

Here, journeying through the historic Khyber
with us, are the people of Central Asia. As they
pass in review, we see rich and poor, halt and
hale, Turkomans, Tartars, Afghans, Provindahs,
Persians, Hazaras, all unchanged since the days
when Timur, Scourge of God, levied his soldiers
from their ranks and turned northern India
into a shambles. It is a pageant of primitive
types such as we are not likely to see elsewhere,
even if we live as long as Mahalaleel, the great
grandsire of Methuselah.

To-day, as we journey toward the frontier on
our way into Afghanistan, we do not encounter
any vast migration such as we have seen before.
For it is the end of July, and the nomads and
their flocks are already in camp far up on the
plateaux of Central Asia. Occasionally we pass
a special caravan of merchants and traders from
far-off Khorasan and Shiraz a thousand miles
away. They are journeying in company with
travellers from Herat, the walled city on the
western border of the Amir's realm, and with
other merchants from Turkestan. Since
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